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One 
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1994 


"Sit down, you're making me nervous." 


Duff's feet skidded to a stop before the rest of him did, and his body lurched forward with the inertia of his 
pacing. His fingers itched and he began to rub his thumbs along the sides of them, one after the other. 


"| don't know if | can" 


"II tackle your ass if you don't." 


Izzy's face was straight in a way that told Duff the man was not joking, not even in the dry way they all had 


come to expect from him over the years. Duff's agitation was seriously starting to wear on his friend. 
"| need a drink," Duff said, slouching into the sofa next to Izzy. 
"No you don't. You need to get a fucking grip." 


Just the sound of it plunged into Duff's solar plexus like a sharp object. "Jesus," he said. "You'd think you, of all 


people, would understand." 
| do understand. Your body is totally detoxed, you don't need it. It's your mind's killing you." 
"No shit" 


"Well calm the fuck down then. You're gonna end up jumping off a fucking roof somewhere or some shit. Quit 


trying to run and just sit with it” 

“Sit with what?" 

"Whatever it is that's got you burning up the fucking carpet" 

Duff sighed. When he'd invited the man over to stay at his house, he had expected.. well, he didn't know what 
he had expected. Support, certainly. And distraction. But not this. Izzy had been less than gentle the entire 
time-- two days now-- and it was starting to add to Duff's distress. Part of him wanted to lash out and tell 
the man to take off if being around him was so annoying; but the larger part of him knew he would probably 
go nuts if his friend left. Maybe he would jump off the roof. 

"Talk," Izzy said. 

“About what?" Duff snapped, surprised at the tone of his own voice. 

Unfazed, Izzy said, "Anything. Just start talking and don't stop til you're done." 

"I's supposed to rain today. Can you believe that?" Duff said, then paused, waiting for Izzy to make a smart 
remark in return, instruct him to dig, or tell him he wasn't doing it right, but the man just nodded and pulled a 


cigarette pack out of his pocket. 


| woke up this morning thinking of a song | haven't heard in years. Fucking Tarzan Boy. You remember that 


one?" 


"Mm-hmm." 


Duff sat there, trying to think of things to say, wondering how much longer he could keep up the stream of 
stupid conversation. How much longer Izzy was gonna play along. What the fuck was the point? 


‘| had a dream last night about all of us. We were back in Vicki's place, and Axl was a cat, but he still talked, 
and Slash was mad cuz girls still wanted to fuck Axl even though he was a cat, and how the fuck was he stil 
getting attention?" 


Izzy dragged on his cigarette and continued staring, so Duff said, "Weirdest fucking dream I've had in a long 


time. I'm not used to remembering my dreams." 

Silence. 

"| don't know what else l'm supposed to be talking about." 
"Anything." 

"My skin hurts." 


Tapping the ashes off his cigarette, Izzy readjusted himself in the sofa and watched Duff's face expectantly. A 
sensation arose in Duffs body that felt like the urge to vomit, but it was all over, and it didn't feel quite as 
sick, only urgent. It crescendoed into a heat in his face, and words tumbling over themselves to come out of 


his mouth. 


"It doesn't hurt, | don't mean that, it just feels too much, you know what | mean? Like.. you know how when you 
already got off and you keep after it? Like that, only it's my whole goddamn body, like everything is being lit 
up with a fucking cattle prod all the time, and | can't hardly sleep anymore, and | feel like I'm just fucking open 
all the time. Just open, like people can see inside me, and there's nothing | can do about it, I'm just at 


everyone's mercy." 
When he stopped, he was out of breath, like he had just been running miles on the treadmill. 
Izzy crushed out his cigarette. "I get it," he said. 


A resentful chuckle escaped Duff's throat before he could stop it. "Then why you telling me to get a grip? You 


fucking know why I'm crawling outta my skin 


"Because the only way you're gonna stop it is to just deal with it. Yeah, it fucking sucks to feel raw and open 
You know what else sucks? Feeling fucking nothing. There's no in-between, not right now. It's all or nothing, and 
you know what? You're still here for some reason, you're still trying for some reason, so | guess feeling 
nothing wasn't good enough for you anymore. You'll be normal someday, but for now, grow a pair, and feel 


everything with a big fucking smile on your face." 


"Fuck." Duff groaned. "I don't have enough room in my pants for the balls this takes. You know? | can't even 


flirt anymore. | don't know how to fucking talk to a woman. There's no way l'm ever gonna get laid again. If 
going to the fucking grocery store makes me feel like people can see my internal organs, what's sex gonna feel 
like?" 


"Scary as hell, and fucking fantastic." 


Groaning again, Duff let his head drop against the back of the sofa. "How ‘bout | just take your word for it, and 


go celibate?" 


For awhile there was total quiet. Maybe even a full minute passed, and Duff closed his eyes, simultaneously 
reveling in the idea that he had finally "won" the conversation, and disappointed that Izzy was not responding. 


He was almost ready to hop up and pace again, when Izzy said, 
"Remember that time | fucked you in the showers and you didn't care if we got caught?" 


A wave of new adrenaline burst through Duff's body, and he lifted his head to look at his friend, his eyes wide. 


Izzy was smiling like he was remembering some gentle memory of playing on the swings as a child. 


"l, uh.. yeah. Mostly," Duff said, pulling himself straighter in the couch cushions as the adrenaline continued to 
whiz through him. He and Izzy had always been tight as friends, possibly tighter than any other pair of 

members of the band, but it had rarely crossed the line into more than that. They had all experimented with 
each other at one time or other, but Izzy had been in Axl's pants more often than not, and Duff, himself, had 


found a semi-constant sexual partner in Slash. 


More than that, Duff and Izzy never talked about the few times they had succumbed to the physical with one 
another. It was just an unspoken knowledge between them that the possibility was there, but the probability 
was low, on a day to day basis. Hearing it out loud was jarring in a way that Duff wasn't sure he could handle. 


Not right now, of all times. What the fuck was Izzy doing? 
The wistful little smile remained on his friend's face. "God, that was a good time." 


"Yeah.. why are you bringing it up?" Duff asked, unsure whether he should contribute to the topic, or try to 
cut it off at the knees. 


"Because there's only one good thing about being wasted all the time, and that's you know how to surrender to 
a moment. When you sober up, you gotta relearn how to do that, and it's fucking hard to do. Most people don't 


ever know how." 


Stress ripples still rolling through him, Duff said, "You wanna fuck me into submission, is that what you're 
saying?" 


It was a joke. Sort of. 


But Izzy was pulling himself toward Duff, and the stupid little grin was gone. "Yeah," he said. "I do. 
Backing up into the throw pillows, Duff said, "Come on | didn't tell you all that so you'd.” 

"So ld what?" Izzy murmured, sliding a hand up under Duff's shirt 

"So you'd.. so you'd." 


The thought frayed at the edges until it disappeared completely. He watched the outline of the other man's 


knuckles ascending under the fabric of his shirt. 
"So I'd what?" Izzy said again, sliding his palm out flat against Duff's sternum. Waiting. 
"Make a-- project-- out of me or something--" 


The grin returned, wide, wolfish, and something about it made Duff shiver down into the core of his body. lzzy 
slowly backed away, pulling his hand out from Duff's shirt, and stood. 


"Stand up," he said 

Duff remained firmly in the couch, his fingers splayed tightly into the cushions. "Why?" he said. 

Izzy reached down and grasped the waistband of Duff's jeans, yanking him up, groin first. Duff staggered to his 
feet barely two inches from Izzy's body, just enough room for the man's hand between them, still fisted into 


the fabric of his jeans. 


"Because | want you to," Izzy said, unbuttoning, unzipping Duff's pants. "And because you're gonna have to learn 


to give up control sooner or later." 

A rush of cool air surrounded Duff as Izzy tugged his pants down. 

"Step out," Izzy said, and Duff did. 

Izzy straightened back up to face him. "What are you gonna do?" he asked. 

"| don't know," Duff said, his head spinning. Izzy leaned in close to his ear. 

"Surrender," he whispered. "The answer is always surrender." 

Duff yelped a little with surprise as the other man pushed against him. The instinct to fight back flared, and 


Duff's body struggled a little, though his brain told him not to, and he would have lost his balance if Izzy 
hadn't snagged a forearm under his armpit to keep him upright. 


Izzy shoved him against the wall and pinned him there with the length of his own body. Duff panted for a 


moment, wanting to close his eyes to hide from the intensity of Izzy's, but finding himself unable to. 
"What is the answer?" the man said, too softly for the darkness of his irises. 

"Surrender," Duff breathed. 

"Yes..." 


Izzy pushed against him, parting his thighs hard with his body, until Duff's legs wobbled with the strain of the 


awkward angles and the fierce pleasure building between them. 

"|>--" 

"Give it up." 

Duff wrapped his arms around Izzy's shoulders and pulled his knees up. But before he could find the other 
man's hips with his feet, Izzy hooked his elbows under Duff's knees, folding his thighs up to the sides of his 
chest. 

"Oh, god," Duff whimpered, the bulge of the other man's cock grinding against his ass now. His body sparked 
raw and electric, a live wire snapping through every inch of him. It was too much, too soon, way too much, 
but he didn't want it to stop. 

"\>--" 

"Shut up." 

'lzzy--" 

Izzy pulled his arms out from under Duff's legs, and let his feet sink to the floor, before grasping the sides of 
his face in both hands and plunging his tongue into his mouth. Duff kissed him back with everything he could 
muster, but he couldn't breathe yet, and he broke away, gasping. 

To his surprise, Izzy was smiling, and it wasn't that wolfish thing from earlier. It was a genuine smile. 
"You're doing good," his friend said cheerfully, casually, like Duff was learning to throw darts or make angel 
food cake, not get fucked without a fuss. Then he slid his hand down into Duff's and brought it up to his 
mouth, pressed it hard to his lips for a few seconds. Duff shuddered at the simple intimacy of the touch. 


"You're doing good," Izzy said again, softer this time. 


Two 


Duff moved slowly through the door of the master bedroom, and then turned back as though making sure it 


was still expected of him, or that Izzy was still desiring it. 
Izzy touched him on the arm. "Go ahead," he said. 


But Duff didn't. He stayed a step and a half inside the doorway, his body twisted partially sideways, his lips 
parted with an unexpressed thought. 


"What is it?" Izzy said 

It seemed to pain his friend physically to allow the words out. "I'm scared to death." 

Izzy let the doubt hang in the air for a few seconds, gave it space, before he let his hand graze down the 
length of the other man's arm, and into his hand. Slipping past him into the room, Izzy pulled Duff gently inside. 


"Good," he said. "Lets you know you're alive." 


He spun Duff around and pushed him down onto the impeccably stretched coverings of the gigantic bed. The 
man landed on his ass with a little umph, and Izzy crawled over top of him. "You believe me?" 


"I'm trying to," Duff said, a moment before succumbing to Izzy's mouth again, and this time, Izzy didn't let him 
pull away. He pushed his lips hard into the tensed and trembling curves of the other man's, searched them 
with his tongue again, until he could feel Duff gasping for air, and even then he didn't let up. 

Duff snagged fistfuls of Izzy's knotted hair and jerked his head back out of the kiss. 

"What do you want?" Izzy said. 

"| wanna breathe," Duff panted. 


"And then?" 


Duff's eyelids fluttered closed, and his chest rose and fell hard while he caught his breath, and Izzy studied 
his face. The same face, but not-- both harder and wiser, and softer and more innocent at the same time. His 
hair alone remained the same as in their previous life, fanned out around his head from the poof of air on 
impact. Izzy resisted a sudden urge to touch it, to ascertain if it was as silky as it looked, because behind the 
urge was a deeper urge to pull on it like he had that day in the showers. 


Patience, he thought. But he was getting impatient waiting for an answer, so he repeated, 


"And then?" 


Duff opened his eyes, looking mildly surprised as though he'd forgotten the question existed. He thought for 
another second, his eyebrows drawing together slightly with the effort, then he said, "And then | wanna touch 
you. Your body." 


"In what way?" 


"All over. | just wanna feel your skin" 
Good 


Izzy nodded, then stood up and pulled his shirt off over his head, tossing it aside. Duff's eyes drank him in as 
Izzy pulled his pants and underwear off, then climbed back into the bed next to him and laid on his back. 


"Your turn," he said. 


A pretty flush, the shade of watercolor red, crept up high into Duff's cheeks as he stripped down and then 


carefully kneeled next to his friend, his hands sitting awkward in his lap, unsure what to do next. 


Izzy dragged Duff down on top of him, grabbing the backs of the man's thighs and pulling them astride himself. 
A deep sigh rolled out of Duffs lungs, and he melted a little down against his friend's body, burying his face in 
the crook of Izzy's shoulder. Izzy rubbed his palms up and down the length of Duff's back, drawing a few more 
of those long, shivery exhales from him. The muscles in the interiors of the man's thighs, hard now from the 
time spent attempting to work the demons out of his head by way of his body, clenched around Izzy's own 
thighs. 


"Is this what you needed?" Izzy asked. 
"Yeah..." 


Izzy's cock was painfully hard between them, pushing into the miniscule space it had been allowed, but he tried 
not to squirm for the discomfort of it. Duff was only partially swollen now, and there was a deep vibration still 


running through him that was not entirely arousal. 


Working his fingertips into the bands of strained muscle along Duff's spine and between his ribs, Izzy waited, 
His own body was on fire now, and the way the other man's breath continued to pool in the curve of Izzy's 
neck, slower as the muscles softened, didn't help. But he knew a wrong move would reignite all the mad 


crawling in Duff's skin and brain, and Izzy was damned if he was gonna be responsible for that. 
Hell, the worst that could happen is he would spontaneously combust. He'd been through worse. 


Duff lifted his head a bit. His hair hung down, a curtain obscuring his face, and he made no move to rearrange 


it. 


"What's up?" Izzy asked. 


Duff tipped up his face and pressed his lips to Izzy's. It was slow and hard, like the first time they had kissed, 
something Izzy remembered with crystal clarity, despite remembering little else from the days before and 
after it. The tip of his best friend's tongue searching the edges of his lips, rolling around his own tongue, and 
the way there had been a shyness about it that first time, a tentativeness that had never existed with Axl, 
had burned itself into Izzy's memory like the embers from a bonfire that never extinguished. The kind that 


eventually took hold again and burned down entire forests. 
Duff was starting to rock against him, and his cock was swelling fully, and Izzy whispered against his lips, 
| wanna taste you again Will you let me?" 


Duff moaned softly into the kiss, but didn't answer. Izzy clutched the backs of the man's thighs again, and 
pulled upward. 


"Ride my face like that time in Rio--" 
"God-- lz--" 


"What's the answer, baby?" Izzy said, running his fingers into the disheveled waves of Duffs hair and pulling 
his head back by the handful he held, kissing along the now-vulnerable expanse of throat. 


“Surrender--" Duff gasped. 


He pushed himself back from Izzy's grasp, staring down into the man's eyes for a moment, contemplating 


something only he was privy to. Again, Izzy waited, met the gaze. 


And then Duff crawled upward, straddled his shoulders. Izzy fisted his cock, and it was harder now than he'd 
ever remembered it, now that the man was sober, and Duff faltered a bit and grabbed onto the edge of the 
headboard for support. 


"Give it up," Izzy murmured, and Duff arched his back, sinking his dick deep between Izzy's parted lips. 


Izzy squeezed the man's hips, digging his fingernails into the sides of his ass as he pulled him in deeper, to the 
back of his throat even, and he felt the clutch of those thigh muscles again, fluttering. Reveled in the sound of 


the sharp intake of breath somewhere above him. 


Resisting the urge to start sucking, Izzy allowed Duff to just remain, to experience the all-encompassing 
warmth and wetness of his mouth, to let him set the pace and the rhythm, whenever he was ready. And Duff 
held as still as he could on those shivering legs, for what felt like hours to Izzy, until Izzy's jaws started to 
ache a bit with the inactivity, before the other man finally pulled back a bit, and allowed Izzy to lick him. 


"Ohh... oh, god." 
Izzy felt one of Duff's hands grab his hair again, but stop short of guiding him one way or another, just 
wrapping his fingers in and out of the hair, twisting and pulling as the man's hips began to roll into the rhythm 


of Izzy's swirling tongue. 


Groaning, Duff sunk himself again for a second, before pulling back out, and this time, he sat back away from 
Izzy's head, gulping for air. 


"Sorry," he said. 
"Its okay," Izzy said. "Take your time." 


He expected to allow the man a few minutes at least, but almost as soon as the reassurance had left his lips, 


Duff's cock was back inside them, and this time, the rhythmic rolling of his hips started up immediately. 
"lz.. ohh... god--" 
Izzy started sucking. 


For a moment, Duff held still, unable or unwilling to move, his belly pitching with the breath he couldn't control. 


A low moan came out of him, heaving with the time of his exhales. 


And then he dropped his hands to the pillows above Izzy's head, his knees spreading wide until there was 
almost no space between them at all, and he rocked into the suckling. 


"God... yes... fuck... yes." 


Duff was the most expressive lover Izzy had ever experienced in his life. It was something he had absolutely 


adored about the man during the few times they had been together, and Izzy had missed it like crazy. 
Was it impatient of him to want to suck it back out of the guy? Oh well. That was a risk he was gonna take. 


He pulled hard against the man's cock, darting his tongue along the underside of it as he sucked up its length, 
and pulled a groan so loud and high from Duff it almost qualified as a scream. 


"Fuck, fuck, fuck--" 
Circling the head-- 


"--oh god--" 


--once, twice-- 

"izl Oh-- fuck-—" 

ravishing it, the head of it-- 
"Ahh-- god--" 


--it swelled a little under the pressure of Izzy's tongue, and Izzy dove deep, taking it all in, fuck he had missed 
this, Duffs perfect pink cock exploding in his throat-- 


The groan again, that was more of a scream, and Izzy swallowed the rush of fluid that Duff released, and 
allowed him to continue fucking his mouth until his moans turned to whimpers, and he climbed off him, fell into 


the bed next to him. 
Izzy rolled up on his elbow. "You okay?" he asked. 
Closing his eyes, Duff swallowed and nodded. After a minute, it became clear he wasn't going to speak, so Izzy 


just pulled a blanket over him and moved in close to his side. Waited again. Patiently, like a match in the 


summer woods. 


Three 


Duff breathed. 

He breathed in all the calming white energy surrounding him, breathed out all the roiling black smoke energy 
that built inside his chest. Breathed in every mantra about impermanence he had ever repeated to himself 
while staring into a mirror, breathed out the words about attachment and overwhelm. 

And still, the exacting, heat-seeking claws of panic slipped up and around him, sank into his skin. The shaking 
would start soon. Now, it was only a hint of a vibration somewhere in the core of him, but it would become 


something Izzy would even be able to feel here in a few seconds. Izzy already knew something was wrong. 


Duff needed a drink Bad. If he could have a drink, this wouldn't be happening. He could be normal, and he could 


do normal things, and relate normally to other people. Fuck this. 

The shaking started. 

"You want a smoke?" Izzy said. 

"Yog" 

Duff sucked down three cigarettes in the time it took Izzy to finish one. By the time he stubbed out the third 
one, his hand was steady enough to crush it without burning himself, but his mind was still barreling along at 
a hurricane clip. 

"Better?" Izzy asked, tamping out his own cigarette finally. 

Sliding down onto his back again, Duff stared at the ceiling. "When does it stop?" 

"Which part?" 


"Any of it" 


Izzy wiggled down next to him and pressed soothing lips to his shoulder. His words came out muffled. "Soon as 
you stop fighting it.” 


"You know, you keep saying that shit... 
‘Its true" 


"l'm five seconds away from a motherfucking panic attack again, and I'm supposed to just stop fighting it. That 


easy.” 


"Lean into it." 
"What?" 
"Lean into it. Panic attack won't kill you. Take it on" 


Duff breathed in again, deep, and again an instinctive mental image of crystalline-white energy flowed into him, 
but he made no attempt to feel the solace of it. It was nothing to him, and he knew it. He'd always known it. 
Maybe in another lifetime, when he had the spiritual makeup to be zen. Or hell, maybe at some point later on 
in this lifetime, but not now, and not at any time in the past when he had propped himself up with it, and 
begged for it to help. 


In this life, in this portion of his life, it was still required of him to go toe-to-toe with the bullshit. Whether he 


wanted to or not 
He brushed the white light out of his mind. "Fuck me," he said 

Izzy's eyebrows raised just a little, but the rest of his face was unchanged. "You sure?" 
yest 

"You are a hard man to read when you're sober," Izzy said. "You got stuff?" 

"In the nightstand! 


Sitting up, Izzy pulled out the nightstand drawer and rummaged through it. "I feel like | should be romancing 


you or something. You want me to sing you a song?" 


Duff laughed, and he felt it skid through him like braked tires on gravel. "Yeah, sing me some fucking Barry 
White." 


"Flip over," Izzy said. "I got your Barry White right here." 


Wriggling over onto his stomach, Duff waited, feeling himself stiffen in the pause between settling in and when 
Izzy's hands finally laid against his back. Those hands were becoming like a balm to him already, giving some 
sort of permission, and he took a full breath, expanding his ribs. He vaguely wondered if a person could become 


addicted to another's touch. 


He spread his thighs and pressed himself up into the stroking of his friend's fingers, allowed the man to search 
him, tracing worshipful patterns along and into every hidden crevice of him. He burned with the contact, the 
heat taking out skin and hair alike, tunneling through muscle and bone. He swore his soul would be eaten by the 


fire of it. 


Izzy pushed a finger into him. 


It radiated through him like ripples in water, and he shuddered, trying to acclimate to the sensation He had 


never felt it sober, and it was... strange. 

And exquisite. 

The gentle dampness of Izzy's lips touched his tailbone. "How you doing?" the man asked. 

But Duff wasn't ready for words quite yet. He groaned a little in response, and writhed beneath the quiet 
devotion of Izzy's mouth. He felt a few more of those tender kisses laid into the curve at the bottom of his 
spine before Izzy began swirling his finger around, pushing against the tense muscle, igniting warm pulses 
through Duff's pelvis. 

"Is that a good thing?" Izzy murmured. 

"Don't stop," Duff finally managed. 

"Mmm. | don't plan to." 

The gentle prodding of a second fingertip, exploring, deliberating its timing of entrance, sent a thrill of-- 
something-- through Duff's body. Fear and excitement at once, maybe, intertwined into a new and larger beast. 
Symbiotic. Or parasitic? It didn't matter. 

The second finger pushed into him, and it burned a little, but he liked it. 

"You're so tight," Izzy said. "You sure you wanna do this?" 

Duff whipped his head around and glared at the man over his shoulder. "You fucking better." 

Izzy stared him right in the eyes as he plunged a third finger into him. 

Duff faltered and dropped his head as another groan poured out of his chest. There was no way he was gonna 
survive this experience, he knew it. It wasn't the pain of it that he feared; lzzy knew what he was doing, and so 
did Duff, for that matter-- muscle memory was already taking over for him, allowing him to relax more than 
he had anticipated he would. It wasn't the pain he was afraid of. 

The truth was, Duff did remember everything about that time in the showers. Izzy had lubed him up with 
shampoo while Duff was still able to stand, but it was too much, the pleasure of it, and Duff had slid to his 
knees with half of Izzy's hand still inside him, and Izzy had ridden him hard, twisted a hand into his hair and 


pulled his head back as he did. He had let go just in time for Duff to watch himself come into the warm water 


swirling beneath him. 


Duff had felt like he had no dominion over his own body, or over the things it was doing. Mindblowing things, 
things he wanted to do again and again, but things that weren't his to control, and it was both exhilarating and 
terrifying at once. 

"You ready?" Izzy was saying, here and now. His mouth was by Duffs ear, and Duff startled. 


He'd been hammered that night in the showers. He didn't know if he could survive it sober. 


"Yeah," he said, anyway. It sent a chill through him. 


lean into it 


"Okay." 

And then Izzy was gone, somewhere behind him, and Duff waited, every cell in him crackling with electricity 
until he felt the man's fingers pull out of him. The cool touch of latex pressed against him in their place, 
gently, opening the muscles that had already closed down. Oh god, it was gonna split him in half, but it still felt 
so good, how did it feel so good? 

"Relax." 

"I'm trying.” 


"Try harder." 


Duff laughed, and in the moment of forgetting, when his body momentarily let go of the resistance of 
inhibition, Izzy pushed into him. The laugh choked to a stop, and turned to a gasp pulled through Duff's teeth. 


Izzy's face appeared in the crook of his shoulder, breathing words in between rough kisses against his neck 


"You okay? Is this okay?" 

"You weren't-- this nice... in the shower." Duff panted 
"Mmm, | know. And you loved it, didn't you?" 

"God, yes." 


"Think you can surrender like that now?" 


"| don't know." 
"Wrong answer." 


The feel of Izzy's fingers crawling over his scalp sent goosebumps washing over Duff's skin, heightening into a 


crescendo of chills when the man fisted a handful of his hair and tugged his head back by it. 
Izzy dragged the tip of his tongue up the side of Duff's neck "Try again" 

Y-yes— 

"Yes what?" 

"| surrender." 

"Yes." Izzy whispered. "Let everything go" 


Then he pulled out partway and drew his body up, driving his cock down hard into that sweet spot 
he remembers 

before rolling his hips slowly, rhythmically 

he remembers exactly 


Duff's thighs quivered, his elbows threatening to give out, letting him go flat on the spot. "Ohh, god," he 
moaned, trying to push back into the onslaught, trying to move with his friend. It only made him weaker. "Fuck- 


"Let it happen" 


"|>--" 


Izzy forced him to the bed, making him rub his aching dick into the sheets with every roll of the hips. Duff 
buried his face in the pillow so hard he thought his teeth might shatter against the softness, but at least the 


cry was subdued. Somewhat. 


Fighting for breath, Izzy said, "I will fuck you into submission if you make me." 
"Oh--" 
"You gonna make me?" 


"Oh--" 


Izzy grabbed Duff's hair again and yanked his head back, freeing his mouth from the pillow. "You know you're 
gonna give it to me, baby. Why you making me wait?" 


He thrust himself deep and hard, and Duff cried out again, this time into the free air. 


‘| want you to take it," Duff said, no idea where the thought came from, much less the words that gave it 
shape. 


Izzy thrust into him hard again, once, twice, again, again, until a moan so loud it bordered on a scream fell 


from Duff's throat. 

"No, no, no," Izzy grunted, in time with his pounding cock, "that's not how it works. 

"Oh! Ohh, god--" 

"Getting warmer... 

"Oh my god--" 

"You about ready now?" 

"Yes-- Oh my god, yes!" 

Pulling partially out again, Izzy pushed the head of his dick directly into that spot again, driving over and over 
against it. Lightning snapped through Duff's body, standing up the fine hairs all over his skin, and filling his 
pelvis with the heavy heat of the impending onrush of climax. 

He thought he was going to scream, but the sound halted behind his tongue and became a choked cry, as his 
cock wept into the sheets. On and on, the pleasure pounded through him and out of him, dragging him both into 
and out of his body at once. He was faintly aware of the sound of Izzy groaning above and behind him, also 
climaxing, but he didn't have enough strength in him to roll his own hips into it. Instead, he sank down into the 


bed, into the remains of his own ecstasy, and felt his eyes well up. 


Izzy pulled out and laid down beside him. 


"You all right, baby?" he asked, softly. 


Duff was prickled through with the word. It was one thing for Izzy to use in the heat of the moment; he had 


never used it casually before. 
"Yeah," Duff said. "I'm okay." 


"You did good," Izzy said, laying a hand between his friend's shoulder blades, rubbing the hardening muscles 


there. "I think you're gonna be okay. You know. Feeling things." 


But Duff was unsure. The whirlwind of the orgasm had paled to the buzz the echo of Izzy's baby was creating 


in his system now. 


It was intoxicating, in a way. 


END 


